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Which from that fountain flows, you 'Id clearly think

The God of Wine did his plump clusters bring

And crush the Falerne grape into our spring;              100

Or else, disguis'd in watery robes, did swim

To Ceres1 bed, and make her big of him,

Begetting so himself on her: for know,

Our vintage here in March doth nothing owe

To theirs in Autumn, but our fire boils here               105

As lusty liquor as the sun makes there.

Thus I enjoy myself, and taste the fruit
Of this blest peace; whilst, toil'd in the pursuit
Of bucks and stags, th' emblem of war, you strive
To keep the memory of our arms alive.                      110

A NEW-YEAR'S GIFT

TO THE KING

LOOK back, old Janus, and survey,

From Time's birth till this new-born day,

All the successful season bound

With laurel wreaths, and trophies crown'd;

Turn o'er the annals past, and where                     5

Happy auspicious days appear,

Mark'd with the whiter stone, that cast

On the dark brow of thj ages past

A dazzling lustre, let them shine

In this succeeding circle's twine,                          10

Till it be round with glories spread,

Then with it crown our Charles his head,

That we th' ensuing year may call

One great continu'd festival.

Fresh joys, in vari'd forms, apply                        15

To each distinct captivity.

Season his cares by day with nights

Crown'd with all conjugal delights;

May the choice beauties that inflame

His royal breast be still the same,                        20

And he still think them such, since more

Thou canst not give from Nature's store.

Then as a father let him be

With numerous issue blest, and see